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Introduction 


Dear Reader, 


Welcome to the introductory course in 
the Art of Magic. This course is a 
stepping stone to actual apprenticeship. 
Who knows, maybe purposeful 
coincidence will bring us together one 
day, or maybe you will succeed to call 
me and bring me into your world. Until 
then, the following pages will help you 
take the first steps on the road to 
becoming a Magus. 

A proficient Magus must know how 
to cast a variety of spells. But in order 
for any of your spells to work, you 
must establish contact with entities 
from the other world. You are 
welcome to visit me or invite me to 
your abode. But there are other entities 
that may prove more useful to you. In 
this first tour of my world, I will strive 


to put you in touch with your genius or 
daemon, and if possible with your god. 
With these beings on your side, you 
will find yourself on your true path of 
destiny. Treat them well and they will 
wholeheartedly support you in your 
world and bring you to places in their 
world. 

Once you have established this 
bond with the entities, the spells which 
you will learn at a later stage will be 
infused with power and will be bound 
to work — as long as they are not 
opposed by an even stronger power. 

I’m getting ahead of myself. Before 
you learn to cast spells, you must learn 
to travel in the world to which I now 
belong. We may conveniently refer to it 
as the “magical world”, although in 
truth there is only one world, and all is 
magic. 

The magical world will appear 
differently to each traveller, but there 
are blueprints that are more or less 


useful. One such blueprint is the 
planets of Astrology. Another is the 
Sephiroth of the Kabbala. However, 
the blueprint that I have selected for 
you is the twenty-two Major Arcana of 
the Tarot. 

These days the Tarot is used mostly 
as a divination system. Its more useful, 
more serious application, however, is 
as an atlas of the magical world. Know 
the Tarot well, and you will be able to 
pinpoint your location in your life, ina 
lucid dream or an astral journey. 
Knowing your position will tell you 
what you need to do to get to the next 
stage so you don’t get stuck like so 
many other seekers before you. 

The Major Arcana opens with the 
card without a number, The Fool. You 
must be a Fool to set out on this 
journey. You have to be a clean slate. 
You must turn your back on your old 
life so that your future may hold 
infinite possibilities. Remember that 


magic is not only possible, it is the law 
of the universe. 

The next card is The Magus. This is 
where you commit yourself to a path 
that can eventually make you a Magus. 

In The High Priestess, you are 
confronted with a more serious infinity 
than you felt as a Fool. It is the infinity 
that your commitment and its 
narrowing of your possibilities has led 
you to. 

In The Empress, this infinity 
beyond human imagination starts to 
take form and direction, but the 
direction it takes is still ruled by 
spontaneous desire as an end in itself. 

The Emperor is the Lord of this 
world. He brings stability and 
direction. If you get this far, you will 
have got further than most people ever 
will. But I hope that in time you may go 
further still. 


My name is Ezekiel, and if you so 


desire you may call my name in a loud 
voice the next time you wake up inside 
a dream. 


Preface 


I am reading Ezekiel's book, A Tarot 
Travelogue. I know my name and I 
know who I am. I have the choice to 
close the book now before I forget 
these things. 


As Iam still reading, I agree that 
maybe I am travelling to a magical 
world. It will show itself to me as 
twenty-two Tarot cards, starting with 
the card without a number, The Fool, 
and closing with card number 21, The 
World. 

Maybe my vision worms its way into 
the space between the white page and 
the black letters and a new world 
appears to me. 


The Fool 


I close my eyes, and the page fades 
from my vision. My eyes open and I 
see nothing but sky, above, ahead and 
beneath me. Far below, a redwood 
forest carpets the land. 

My legs dangle over a precipice, 
and I lean my back against the rock 
wall behind me. I look behind me, 
holding tightly onto the ledge. The rock 
wall and the fall enclose me 
completely. The book is on my lap, 
vibrating gently against my fingers. A 
voice blends with the mountain wind 
and whispers in my ears. The words 
are in a language that my mind doesn’t 
understand, but my body responds to it 
with tingling pleasure. 

I open the book. The air fills witha 
murmuring like a filled amphitheatre 
before a performance. 

Warmth and moisture infuse my lap 


and hands. The book has morphed into 
the scarlet mouth of a woman. 

“You're a Fool, Reader!” the mouth 
hisses. “But Fools can touch the 
building blocks of the All, if they have 
courage. The question is: do you?” The 
mouth morphs back into a book. I stare 
at it, but only for a second — I may be a 
fool, but I will not be a coward. Not 
now. I take the book in my hand, get to 
my feet. Coward! The woman’s voice 
whispers from the book. I plant both 
my feet on the cliff, bend my knees and 
jump up, over the chasm. I scream, and 
my hair rises as I fall into the deep. 


I 
The Magus 


Mud fills my lungs and stomach. I can't 
breathe or get up from my earthy grave 
at the foot of the mountain. I give in 
and let myself sink. I'm sliding 
downwards, and I find I can move 
more and more of my body the deeper I 
go. I'm walking upright on a path, and 
everything feels so light and easy like a 
burden has lifted from my back. 

A house of many colours shaped 
like a sphere draws nearer with each 
step I take. Lights flash through its 
windows illuminating the chilly night 
air to the rhythm of music that pushes 
the walls of the house outwards with 
every beat. I step inside. 

The door closes behind me and the 
heat hits my face and squeezes my 
body, lifting me from the ground. My 
coat flies off and comes to rest ona 


coat tree behind me. Men in suits, 
women in cocktail dresses and dogs of 
all shapes and sizes mingle around me. 
I walk as if on a conveyor belt, my feet 
hovering above the ground. The music 
that was so loud outside is now muted, 
and yet I feel it in the air as it strikes 
chords that massage my brain like 
fingers moving from the inside out. A 
woman approaches me. The heat of her 
skin warms my cheeks as she closes 
the gap between us. Her hair pulses 
like a fountain, but a diamond-studded 
brace contains it and gives direction to 
its flow. Her eyes blend with her hair 
and contrast with her skin. She almost 
touches me as she slides past over the 
wooden floorboards. A man appears in 
front of her and looks at me with 
friendly eyes. He comes forward and 
shakes my hand. A dog eyes me as it 
walks slowly past me. I enter a small 
room and put the book down ona 
round, bare table. The book opens and 


a being that I recognise because it has 
always been with me, comes out of the 
book and sits down on the table, 
scrutinising me. It is in its animal form, 
but the look in its eyes is human and 
yet not human. 

“Who are you?” I ask. 

It tells me its name. 

“And what are you?” 

“T am your Truth.” 

“My Truth? What is my Truth?” 

“Truth is alive. Truth changes,” the 
being smiles. “And for you I am that 
Truth. Maybe you will accept me, or 
maybe you will welcome me with open 
arms.” 

“What do you want?” 

“T want you to learn to travel well 
in this world of Tarot cards. As your 
travelling skills improve, our 
communication will become clearer. I 
will protect you and give you 
everything your heart desires. In return 
you will treat your life like a precious 


gem. You will live according to my 
Law, which is your highest nature. 
Your next destination is the High 
Priestess. She lives in the ocean. Read 
on if you agree that you will enter deep 
waters. If you go further, I will support 
you and give you what you need. Here, 
grab hold of me. I will take you where 
you need to go.” 


Il 
The High Priestess 


I'm on a tiny beach cut off from land by 
a mountain wall that rises straight into 
the air, forming a semicircle that 
encloses the sand. A canoe awaits me 
by the water, packed with provisions. 
A solitary oar 1s propped against its 
side. 

I lift the canoe with a jolt. It feels like 
it 1s made of paper. I let it drop onto 
the water and climb aboard, pushing 
away from the shore with the oar. 

I feel peaceful as I paddle across 
these calm waters. I see no land ahead 
of me, but I trust this peace; I trust this 
land that has received me with open 
arms. 

I have been paddling for a while, 
and I have had a meal from the 
provisions. I see no land in any 
direction. 


There is a simmering in the air and 
sea. For a moment all is quiet again. A 
dolphin rises from the water and jumps 
through the air a few yards ahead of 
me. It smiles to me as it soars, then 
splashes down through the water’s 
surface and is gone. The simmering is 
intensifying. The waves are getting 
higher and higher. On the horizon, a 
wall of water is building and rising. 
My boat is the size of a coffin, rocking 
on the water that covers the world in 
all directions. The waves are growing 
stronger. I look up. A wave rises in 
front of me, so high that the blue of the 
sky is flanked all the way by the white 
hem of her robe. She looks at me from 
inside the wave, her gaze pinning me 
inside my wooden box. Her 
graciousness imbues me with 
happiness, yet the roaring of the wave 
tells me that I will not survive. I squint 
to keep the water out of my eyes, and 
inside my head I see myself lifeless at 


the bottom of the ocean. But I will not 
give in to that vision. I look up and 
around me. I see only a corner of her, 
but every detail appears as she lifts her 
arms like a royal salute and towers 
over me, the foam of her robe adorned 
with whales, sharks, octopi, amoebas, 
all in different colours below the 
serenity of her face. I see every drop of 
water in detail, all at the same time, 
and now the droplets become a 
multitude of stars. Her arms are 
dolphins in mid-air, her face a 
translucent cloud veiling the sun. 

I'm thrown from the canoe, my arms 
are flailing. Water streams into my 
throat, salt scratches my lungs. I'm 
above water again, coughing, spitting. 
I'm treading water, blinking to get it out 
of my eyes. 


Il 
The Empress 


A dolphin raises its head from the 
water and swims towards me, smiling. 
It stops in front of me, turns its side, 
looks into my eyes and grunts. I climb 
onto its back and we ride fly dive over 
under the waves. Land appears ahead 
of 

us. 

“You're heavy,” the dolphin 
complains calmly, with loving tension 
in her voice. I stroke her head and 
neck, and she smiles. “I understand 
why she has a soft spot for you after 
all,” she says. 

“Who?” I ask, but she doesn’t 
reply. 

Land approaches us. A rock rises 
from the beach like a small mountain. 
Atop the rock a woman stands with 
brightly coloured robes blowing in the 


wind. 

She shouts, jumping on the rock, 
her head sparkling with her 
movements. It sounds like she's saying 
“Come!” but she's so far away I 
couldn’t possibly hear her words. The 
wind has turned my ears to ocean 
shells, her words resounding inside my 
head. I climb the rough surface, 
hurrying to be near her. I know I'm 
climbing a rock and should be going 
upwards and forwards, but for some 
reason I keep turning anti-clockwise as 
I ascend. The light grows stronger as I 
approach the 
top. 

A dress form stands in front of me on 
the top of the rock, its curves caressed 
by a web of colourful precious stones, 
roses and thin, luminous threads. The 
space between the threads of the web 
is lit up with light in the colours of the 
threads. To the left of the dress form is 
a shrub, and to the right of it the rock 


extends upwards in two peaks about 
one and a half times taller than me, one 
reaching slightly higher than the other, 
like uneven horns. A pair of scissors 
rests on a stone behind the dress form, 
gleaming golden drops in the sun. The 
stone is surrounded by sewing 
equipment and toiletries. “Come, 
come! What do you think?” a woman’s 
voice exclaims. I see no one as I look 
around, but now she stands in front of 
one of the horns like a peacock in the 
sunshine. A crown 1s slung carelessly 
on her dark locks. It is thin but its 
jewels and golden wire shine 
exquisitely from her temples above her 
colourful garments. She holds a spear 
in her hand, its point towering above 
her head. She tosses it to one side and 
leaves it to lean crookedly on the 
lower horn of rock, then she turns to 
face the dress form. Her fingers run 
over the dress, her hand, rings forming 
a palette with its colours. The scene 


overflows from my eyes, caressing my 
cheeks, and I scent it, taste it. She steps 
back from the dress and looks at it, 
approaches it again, touching it as the 
wind rolls the sleeve of her 
outstretched arm back over her 
shoulder. The rock trembles in many 
points around us, but her gaze remains 
fixed on the dress. 

“J —]—it’s beautiful,” I mumble, 
stunned. 

“Yes, I agree,” she smiles. “A dress 
made of light. Nothing could be more 
figure-hugging. It must be ready for 
when we return to the World. I want 
everyone to know that I, Omcirce, am 
the Empress of the mysteries. But it is 
not finished, you know. It needs 
something more, and I cannot decide 
what.” I look at the dress again. 
Indeed, most of it is empty space. “I 
know what is missing!” she says, 
beckoning me to her. I approach and 
she picks up the scissors. “Kneel!” she 


commands with a sweep of her arm, 
and the next thing I know, my knees are 
touching the rugged ground. I didn’t 
decide if I wanted to kneel; my knees 
simply bent with the sweep of her arm. 
Her fingers flow through my hair. 
Waves wash over my scalp. The 
scissors snips and snips again. The 
world turns grey as more and more of 
my hair passes from her hands to those 
of a grey figure that I see only now. 

“Stop!” I shout. “What are you 
doing?” 

“T am extracting your soul,” she 
says. “But do not worry. It will be used 
for a very worthy purpose: my dress 
will shine brighter with the light of 
your soul added to the other souls that 
adorn it.” The grey figure runs 
backwards and forwards with handfuls 
of my hair between Omcirce and the 
trembling points of the rock, which I 
now see are a score of looms manned 
by other grey shades. They set to work 


weaving my hair while she, radiating 
colours in the sunlight, continues to cut 
it and pass handfuls to the grey figure 
that moves like a shadow on the rock 
between her and the grey figures. I 
want to get to my feet, but my legs are 
under the spell of an unknown force 
and remain bent, pressing my knees 
against the hard surface. 

“There!” Omcirce says. “I was 
right, was I not?” Indeed, the dress 
now shines so brightly that everything 
else is erased from my vision. 


Tl 
The Emperor 


The light emanating from the dress 
makes two circles, two large silver 
coins in my eyes. At first I don’t see 
Omcirce or anything else. But she 
stands beneath my gaze, looking at me 
with a weakness that draws a growl 
from my abdomen. Her skin plays like 
leaves in the light of the dress, which 
she 1s now wearing. Behind her, the 
protruding horns of rock have morphed 
into thrones in smooth stone. I clasp 
Omcirce’s upper arms and draw her to 
my chest. She leans against me, I put 
my arms around her and we melt 
together. The spear behind her is now 
leaning against the higher throne and is 
made of steel, gleaming in the sun. I 
reach out and grab the spear. Fire 
spreads from the handle through the 
veins of my arm, and I know the spear 


is mine. 

I'm thrusting, roaring. Omcirce’s 
eyes are closed, her body laid out on 
silver, pinned down between my tree 
trunks, my weight on each side of her 
head, her arms encircled by my palms 
and the rock. I'm growling, thrusting, 
she liquefies beneath me, flows in all 
directions ready to quench the thirst of 
the soft earth. But I hold her fast, gather 
her, guide her stream. I thrust, steady 
her, thrust. I withdraw and sense her 
momentary unease. Then my hands are 
on her again. I feel her instant 
relaxation, her surrender. I turn her, 
pull her up and control her posture 
beneath me. 

The colours of her dress converge 
below me. I stroke her back, evening 
out the colours as I continue to thrust, 
murmuring with my enjoyment of her. 
The rock around us lights up witha 
silver-coloured network reflecting rays 
of sun into my eyes. 


I rise from her. She turns and sits 
and looks up at me. The network 
spreads out below my eyes, 
surrounding the rock’s surface running 
down its sides. But the network runs 
thicker on the side that bends towards 
the river. I follow this trail and 
descend. 

The silver path ends at the foot of 
the rock where something gleams 
brighter than any other part of the 
network. As I descend, its shape 
reveals itself to me. It is a sword, its 
hilt and the lower part of the blade 
protruding from the base of the rock by 
the bank of the river. I'm standing 
before it. I look up. There's the 
mountain I jumped from, penetrating 
the clouds far above the rock. 

I reach out and close my fingers 
round the hilt of the sword. I feel an 
invisible hand on my chest, holding me 
back. I look down. Blood streams from 
my hands, covering the hilt. But I will 


not let myself be stopped. Fire courses 
through the veins of my arms, growls 
rise from my abdomen, rubbing the 
inside of my throat. I pull harder at the 
hilt, but the rock resists me. I pull 
harder still. Fire, pain in my muscles, 
so exquisite, I keep pulling beyond the 
boundary of pain. My arms dissolve, 
yet I keep pulling. The vision around 
me dissolves and all I know is ecstasy. 

The light shines brighter and 
brighter. The sword is coming out of 
the rock and reflecting the sun far more 
than the metal network, which is 
transforming, rising. But I keep my 
eyes on the sword and pull it out of the 
rock. I'm holding it up to the sky. 

Where the rock stood, a medieval 
castle now looms over me. At its very 
top, a snow-covered tower rises 
through the clouds. 

An iron gate shaped like a grid is 
lifting in front of me. A crowd stands 
behind the gate. “Long live the 


Emperor!” they cheer as I walk into the 
courtyard. The crowd parts and 
Omcirce appears, walking resolutely 
towards me, her eyes on the ground. 
She is flanked by four maidens. She 
has almost reached me when she raises 
her head and looks me in the eyes for a 
split second then jumps up and throws 
herself into my arms. I catch her and 
keep her suspended for a moment. 

“You made it!” she exclaims as I let 
her slide down inside my embrace. 
Two of the maidens put a robe over my 
shoulders adorned with brightly 
coloured jewels. Omcirce takes me by 
the hand and leads me through the inner 
courtyard to a golden table decked 
with porcelain plates, silver cutlery 
and goblets fitted with precious stones. 
Four of the maidens stand in a line by 
the table, waiting to serve. “Sit down, 
my love,” Omcirce says, “and eat and 
drink to your heart’s content.” 

“T cannot eat or drink because I’m 


thinking of the beings that serve you at 
the looms. I have an affinity with these 
beings. I don’t know yet what this 
affinity is, but I sense it. Somehow they 
are my companions on this journey. Set 
them free and we will all sit down to 
eat.” 

“As you command,” she says, 
turning on her heel and walking 
towards the looms. “But I can't get 
them home for you.” Her words trail 
off after her. She removes something 
that gleams on the forehead of each of 
the shades, which I see only now. The 
shades get up and follow her to the 
table, which the four maidens are 
laying with twenty-one plates and 
decanters of wine. 

The food meets my mouth in 
explosions of ecstasy, and even the 
grey shades begin to gain a little colour 
and start to smile as they eat. Omcirce 
doesn’t eat. She stands, shifting her 
weight from one foot to the other. After 


a while she walks to my chair, takes 
me by the hand and leads me to her 
chamber. We make love as her maidens 
bring us wine and massage us with 
fragrant oils. “All my gold, my hand in 
marriage, my imperial crown, this 
rock, this island. It is all yours,” she 
says as she lies in my arms. 

“What about your magical 
knowledge?” I say. 

“That too, my love.” 

“What was it you removed from the 
foreheads of my companions?” 

“Tt was the binding rune, Naudiz. 
There is a rune for every magical act.” 

“But how do you make it work?” 

“To do magic, you have to be a 
magical being, like me. If you continue 
on this path, you too will be a magical 
being.” 

We’re eating, drinking again. The 
shades have gained a little more 
colour. They’re talking about getting 
back to “The World’. The name sounds 


familiar, but why would I care? I have 
my Empire right here. I'm getting tired 
of the food, though, so I sit down on the 
larger of the twin thrones, Omcirce 
beside me on the lower throne. I grip 
the Sword, the emblem of my dignity, 
and order that the menu may change. 
The maidens curtsey. Omcirce and I 
are back in our bedroom, making love. 
The maidens serve, massage and bathe 
us. 

We’ re eating and drinking again, 
making love again, being washed and 
massaged. We sit on the throne from 
time to time as I announce an order to 
vary our pleasure. We’re eating again, 
making love. 


Epilogue 


“Do you realise,” he says, looking up 
from his plate, “how long we’ve been 
here? Four seasons have passed since 
we Started eating and drinking, and you 
started fornicating.” I look at him. He's 
bright with colour and religious 
symbols. The other figures are still 
grey with a little colour. 

“First tell me,” I say, “how it is that 
you have regained all your colour?” 

“The time of the Hierophant has 
come!” he says. “Or rather the time 
about which I prophesy. The time of 
the Emperor, on the other hand,” he 
declares, pointing his finger at my 
heart, “has passed.” I look down at my 
robe. Its jewels have faded. I'm all 
grey. “Have you not noticed,” he says. 
“That lately your orders are not being 
carried out? People laugh at you 
behind your back.” I jump from my seat 


and stride out to find Omcirce. 
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“No, my love,” she says. “No one is 
laughing at you. Come, sit down on the 
throne and announce something. They 
will listen.” 

“T will not sit on that throne again!” 

“Come now, you have reached the 
highest goal attainable in this world. 
You should not throw it all away.” 

“There is something beyond ruling 
the fulfilment of bodily needs. I seek a 
higher World.” 

“But you are my Emperor now.” 

“T can no longer be your Emperor,” 
I say. Her chin drops to her chest. A 
tear runs down her cheek but she takes 
a deep breath, lifts her face and looks 
me in the eye, all in one movement, 
with a smile and warmth in her eyes. 

“You still have a long journey 
before you can reach the World and 


bring the prisoners home,” she says. 
“First you must rise higher and achieve 
still closer ties with your god. I will 
help you do that. I know about such 
things.” She doesn’t want me to leave, 
yet she is helping me to do so. Now I 
too feel the tears burning behind my 
eyes. But I have my mission, and I must 
go. I look down at my robe. It is 
radiant with colour. 


Thanks for reading 


Thank you for following me on this 
little tour of the magical world. I will 
appreciate it if you will take a moment 
to review it. 


If you enjoyed this peak into the other 
world, consider taking a deeper plunge 
into my tarot novel, The World. Enjoy 
your further travels! 


Robin Wildt Hansen 


